PERPETUAL   ROMANCE

DO you like travelling? I do. If the journey is only that
of a few miles, it can be crowded with indescribable
pleasures of experience. Afoot or afloat, by car or train, all
travelling can be enjoyable; but if it takes us among un-
familiar scenes it is doubly so. The town child who goes each
summer to the sea learns to treasure all his happinesses en
route, from the crowd at the railway station to the first gliding
movement of the train, the jiggedy-jolt, jiggedy-jolt past grey
houses, drab and dun-coloured houses, red houses, and at
length to those regions where rich, dusty greens make elysian
background for the announcements of pill-makers. He
watches the telegraph wires as they rise, tip, droop, and fly
up again, from pole to pole; he catches sight of feeding cattle,
an enrapturing level crossing, where a trap and a couple of
cyclists are waiting, with black shadows upon a white road,
for the train to pass; and so, jiggedy-jolt, onward, until the
engine whistles screamingly, the train slows down, there is
a glimpse of a tiny flower-decked wayside railway station,
a slow moving porter with a crimson, country face and stiff
legs, and perhaps a calf in a solitary coach standing as if in
suspense at the end of the platform; and then the sound of
of an exquisite panting tuff, tuff, tuff from that brave engine,
echoing in the soft air, while lazy flights of steam disappear
skywards. Slowly the train proceeds, gathers speed, and flies
towards its goal. There is a bewildering blur of green; a
flash of white chalk; more green; more white chalk. The
landscape swims past, rather strangely, as if it were circling.